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and broken boots, and which are the symbol of
" better days/' of hopes that are dead, and " drinks "
that dally, of a, social status that has gone and of a
suburban villa that has shrunk to a cubicle in a
Rowton lodging-house. I looked at greSy~-hat and
greasy-hat looked at me, and in that momentary
glance of fellowship we agreed that we were " out
of it."
I put my silk hat away at night with the firm
resolution that nothing short of an invitation to Buck-
ingham Palace, or some similar incredible disaster,
should make me drag it into the light again. For
the truth is that the war has given the top-hat a
knock-out blow. It had been tottering on our brows
for some time. There was a very hot summer a few
years ago which began the revolution. The tyranny
of the top-hat became intolerable, and quite "re-
spectable " people began to be seen in the street
with Panamas and straws. But these were only
concessions to an irresponsible climate, and the silk
hat still held its ancient sway as the crown and glory
of our City civilisatioia.. And now it has toppled
down and is on the way, perhaps, to becoming as
much a thing of the past as wigs or knee-breeches.
It is almost as rare in the Strand as it is in Market
Street, Manchester. Cabinet Ministers and other
sublime personages still wear it, coachmen still wear
It, and my friend greasy-hat still wears it; but for
the rest of us it is a splendour that is past, a memory
of the world before the deluge.